rhemoflhmmahle Tragedy 
Capulet, V>tis,a»dtheCUrv»e, 

Cap. And Moanugac is bound as well as 1. 

In penalty alike, and ’ds not hard , I thinkc. 

For men lo old as we to keep the peace, _ 

Par. Of honourable reckoning are youbotb. 

And pitie ’tis yon liv’d at ods lb long> . 

But now my Lord what fay you to my _ 

Cap. But laying o’re what I have laulbefote . 

Mv childe is yet a ftranger in the world, 

ShL hath not feene the change offoucteene yeeres . 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride 
Ere we may’thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Parts. Younger than fbe are happy mothers made. 
Cap. And toofoone mat’d arc thofe lb early made : 
The earth hath fwallow’d all my hopes but (he. 

She is the hopelull Lady of my earth : 

ButwooehetgentleTam.gether heart. 

My will to her confent is but a part: 

And (lieagree, within her fcopeof choice 

Lyes my confent, and faire accordit^ vmce. 

This night I hold anold accuftomed feaft. 

Whereto I have invited manyagueft, 

Such as I love, and you among the ftore. 

One more (mort welcome) makes my number more s 
Atmypoore houfelodtetobchold this night, 

Earth treading ftarres,tbat make darke heaven light t 
Such comfort as doe lufty young men fecle, 

When well appateld sApril on the heele 
Of limping winter treads ; even fuch delight 
Among frelh Fenifell buds (hall you this night 
Inherit at my houle, heare all, alllce, 

And likeher molfwhofe merit moft (hall be : 

Which on more view of many, mine being one. 

May Band in number, thougn in reckning none. 
Come, goe with me :goc (irrah, trudge about. 
Through faire Verona , findc thofe per(bnsout, 

W hole names ate written thete,and to them fay. 


My 


«f Romeo a)td Juliet; 

My houfe and welcome on their pleafurc flay. 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written. Here It is writ- 
ten, that the (hoo- maker fliould meddle with his yard , and the 
rayIerwithhisLaft,thefi(her with his penfill, and the painter 
with his nets. Butlamfenttofindethofeperibnswtofe names 
are here writ, and can never find what names the writing perlon 
hath here writ (I muft to the learned) in good time. 

Enter Benvolio and Romeo. 

Ben- Tuc man, one fireburnes out anot hers burning. 

One paine is lefned by anothers anguifh : 

Turne giddy, and be hoipe by backward turning, 

One defperate griefe cures with anothers languifli : 

Take thou feme new infeftion to the eye. 

And the ranke poyfon of the old will dye. 

Rom, YourPlantan leafeis excellent for that. 

Ben . For what I pray thee ? f 

For your broken fhin. 

Ben.^hy Romeo art thou mad ? ' 

Rgm - Not mad , but bound more than a mad man is. 

Shut up in prifbn, kept without my food, 

W hipt and tormented, and Goddengo^ fellow. 

Ser, Godgigoden, I pray fir can you reade ? 

, Rom. I, mine owne fortune in my mifery . 

Ser. Perhaps you have learned it without booke. 

But I pray can you read any thing you fee ? 

Rom. I,if Iknowthe letters and the language. 

Ser, Ye lay hmeftly, reft ye merry. 

Rom, Stay fellow, I can read. 

He reads the Letter. 

S Eigneur M.2XtmOyandhis wife & daughters;Countv Anfebne 
andhis he ant ecus fifiers it he LadywiddowofXXtra^jiOySeia^ 
ttenr Vhe^tm, andhis lovely Neects-, Mcrcutio andhis hroder 



* lively Helena. 

A faire alTcmbly, whither fhould they come i 


